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" Howe'er that be," I said with a smile,
As I pointed to the mound the while,
" Is it permitted to one, who ne'er
To mar another's jest would dare,
To hope that penance their sin has shriven,
And that now the fools may be forgiven ?"
The packman replied with a gracious bow,
"The lightest wish of a friend Is granted freely before his lips
Of speaking have made an end. Go, you knaves 1 " he shouted.   " Lo ! The Sahib has asked your pardon.   Go !" And though never a word did they understand, Upon the instant the wailing band From the hillock's top ran swiftly down, And incontinent rushed to the sheltering town.
The Afghan continued :   " The fools are blind,
And ye Sahibs err in being too kind,
We know, we men of the mountain height,
That a Sahib is never so ready to fight
As when he words of peace doth utter,
And his gentle speech is soft as butter,
We know.   We have felt the weight of his hand,
But these have forgotten, the sheep of this land.
You are gentle and kind, %and your words are
sweet,
And the muttons wag their heads and bleat That your kindness is weakness, a lambkin bold Is a fiercer beast than a lion old.